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his hair was grey, and he stooped as he walked, but his agility and
liveliness were still remarkable. His blue eyes were clear and there
was much wisdom in his sharp glance.

On his return to Munich from Italy, Ludwig was amazed to see
the progress made by the 'rival street' which his son was building.
Much with which he was in full agreement had been done in the
town, 'but what I do not like is the Maximilianstrasse. The build-
ings are in a new style, but what a style!'1

At this time Ludwig was again very restless; he was oppressed
and lonely without feminine society. In his sonnets he wrote: (A
little while and the autumn of my life will be past and there will
be nothing left on earth for me to desire/ but in spite of these
sentiments and his age his heart was still hungering for love. He
confessed this in confidence to his sister, Karoline Auguste, and
she, who often visited him, was astonished at his bodily vigour and
the freshness of his intellect.2 Since the death of his wife the King
had given expression to his longing for her in seventy poems.
This longing was not only for her, but rather for some woman who
could still love him. He continued to write to his Italian; this was
a habit of thirty-five years which he did not wish to relinquish, but
it did not really touch his heart.

On the occasion of a visit to his daughter, the Grand Duchess
Mathilde, he became better acquainted with one of her ladies-in-
waiting, Freiin Carlotta von Breidbach-Biirresheim. He had seen
her in previous years, but only hastily in passing. Now it suddenly
dawned upon him: No, this is not the end, I am still young and
hearty and man enough to charm a woman. How delightfully
this girl has developed, how sweet her slender figure, how beautiful
and romantic her eyes, made to enslave any man. It was the same
old story. In a moment this old King had fallen a victim to the
charms of this simple, unassuming, modest girl. With astonishment
she saw him pay her every attention and bring her flowers,
while he suddenly found it necessary to visit Mathilde in Hesse far
more frequently than formerly, or to invite her to Munich, never
forgetting to impress upon her not to leave her little lady-in-
waiting at home. Mathilde smiled kindly; she knew her old father
and his inflammable heart. What could it matter, she thought.
Carlotta was a child of eighteen, and her father an old man of
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